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on their own island shore. There was no
pushing and no haste; each seemed to pause
for the fraction of a second, just time for the
dropping of a tear or the breathing of a prayer.
Then onward, with one backward glance to
see the coffin, the flag of England at its feet,
and the soft dust-cloud rising like incense,
golden in the light of the tall tapers. So the
people whom he had served showed their
loving gratitude to their dead King.
The funeral procession passed through
London on a cloudless day, a midsummer
day ere spring was gone and while the trees
were yet half bare.
It was a military funeral, as is customary for
the Ruler of the nation. Long lines of troops
kept the road from Westminster Hall to Pad-
dington, whence the cortege would take train
for Windsor. Regiment after regiment, cavalry
and infantry, artillery and the naval brigade,
all preceded their Sovereign to his last resting-
place, and the bands played a dead march as
the procession passed between the densely-
packed crowd of mourning subjects. Then
came the Earl Marshal, a distinct figure as he
rode alone, heralding that for which all had
waited during long hours of expectation. The
gun-carriage, with its Royal burden, came
slowly along, and all men looked their last